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money when he chooses to be but is intolerably patronizing. He is
as free with orders and criticism and unwelcome advice as my
mother. I am sure he treated Brad badly in his boyhood, and now
he insults Brad at every opportunity.
If my father-in-law hadn't made me a personal loan—a loan I
personally intend to return—I couldn't pay for my confinement.
The money I borrowed is now in a safety deposit box so Brad can't
get at it. My father-in-law insisted on the precaution, and I guess he
was wise.
If I could help Brad I would stick by him even now. I can't help
him so long as he refuses to help himself. My mother and my father-
in-law both say I should get a divorce and go back to teaching.
They say the children and I are entitled to live like normal human
beings. Brad swears up and down he loves me and Sally and wants
the new baby. Perhaps, in his strange, selfish way, he does love us.
That isn't good enough for me. I cannot live with a man whom I
pity a great deal, love at times, but for whom I have no respect.
On twenty-eight-year-old Brad Hobart's handsome face there was
an odd mixture of defensiveness and defiance as he confided to us:
There's something about this business that Kyra doesn't know.
When I was in the service I was lucky at cards. I left the Army with
several thousand dollars in poker winnings. This may sound screwy,
but in my mind that money stood for more than money. To me, my
winnings went to prove I was just as smart as the other fellows, or
even smarter.
I got a boot, a big boot, out of being good at something for once in
my life. My father used to say I was the most brainless kid on earth.
After my parents were divorced—I elected to live with my mothear
—he predicted I would wind up in the gutter. At the moment you
are probably thinking my old man was quite a crystal-gazer, I don't
blame you.

